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Arajuno, and the Curaray River. The sight set my
blood tingling.
Photographs and compass-bearings were taken
with more eagerness than ever before. There was
not a moment to lose, for the great banks of clouds
soon rolled in to obscure our view once more. But
I was elated. For during those few hectic moments
I was convinced that I had seen, a little off to one
side, the long-sought pass.
In a straight line the distance to the Napo Valley
appeared to be sixteen to twenty miles at the most,
and my enthusiasm was such that I felt nothing
could hold me back. Little did I know that covering
those sixteen or twenty miles was to occupy more
than seventy days of hell which made all the
previous misery seem as nothing.
From August yth to i6th we laboriously cut our
way down the side of the "Three Peak" group. Rain
fell constantly; and, when we reached the river in
the valley below and camped beside it, we found
what had an hour before been a quiet mountain
stream was now a raging torrent. Again we were
faced with the familiar necessity of standing by with
everything packed and rea.dy for immediate evacua-
tion. Hemmed in as we were with no means of
escape because of the enclosing mountain-sides, we
could not be too careful.
When we got under way next morning, we found
the going more and more difficult; and the follow-
ing day the river which we had been following